CHAPTER   NINE
Nigger Heaven
T the table next to me sat six boys dressed as
s. Four were white and two were coloured.
One was powdering his nose, another was rouging
his lips, a third was sipping gin in a lady-like manner,
a fourth was casting languorous glances in my direc-
tion. The two coloured boys, charmingly gowned in
pale green, were so drunk that they had forgotten
any of the conventions which apply to either sex,
As soon as you read these words you will, of
course, hiss to yourself'Berlin!' Only Huns go in for
'that' sort of thing! As all really nice people know,
Germany is riddled, throttled, and overrun with
every sort of perversion, Germany and nowhere else.
I greatly regret it, but the scene is not laid in
Berlin. It is laid in Harlem, half an hour by taxi from
the Ritz Hotel, New York. Nor am I writing of
some exceptional orgy in a secret cellar known only
to the underworld; I am writing of a place which
opens candid doors on to Seventh Avenue, a place
where everybody can walk in, without even the pre-
liminary formalities of the ordinary speakeasy. A
place which I entered quite by chance.
But let us return to our boys - or our girls. No-
body is paying any particular attention to them, be-
cause there are many similar anomalies scattered
round the room. Yet I must pay attention to them,
if only to admire the thoroughness with which they
are playing their roles. Nearest me is a blonde in
blue velvet, fingering his (or her) pearls and glancing
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